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hundred natives. The result he obtained did not correspond
with that of the ship's papers. He counted them again, and
again incorrectly. The first officer then started down the line
touching each passenger in turn and counting aloud. The result
tallied with the,ship's documents but the Persian was not satisfied,
He made depreciatory gestures and started once more—arriving
at a totally new figure. He then became magnificent. He posed
and thought and frowned. In silence he summoned his sub-
ordinates—a body of three or four ragged policemen. Then
everyone began to count, aloud, and even I, an onlooker, could
scarcely resist the temptation. The policemen started simul-
taneously at both ends of the line and all went well till they met
in the middle when they became completely confused, counted
each other and themselves—added the doctor—forgot the
figures, and concluded by arriving at four different results. At
length the weary passengers were made to march past one by
one and ticked off. The number was that of the ship's papers.
Then the whole process began all over again with the stewards
and crew until at length the Persian doctor, satisfied, adopted
the familiar attitude of Napoleon and by a gracious wave of the
hand gave the signal that the ship was free to discharge and load
her cargo and her human freight. Like so many of the regula-
tions that the Persian Government has introduced it was all sheer
waste of time. Even on my air journeys in Persia at every spot
where the plane descended I was asked to give my parents'
Christian names, the exact date of the death of my father and
other equally irrelevant personal information. I must state that
the authorities were polite and even friendly and seemed once
or twice to realise the folly of their instructions. After all, it
must worry them quite as much as it does the traveller and I
made a point of always going through the long inquisition with
patience and good temper. This enquiry finished there are a
host of other difficulties to be met, such as the question of the
introduction, and export of money, that render travelling in
Persia irksome and irritating. The paper money is confiscated
and changed, at a perfectly fictitious rate, into silver or vice versa,
and everything is so arranged that on each of these transactions
the traveller loses a percentage—and often a large one—of the
amount.
The evening of our departure the steamer touched at
Mohammerah and passed Abadan the same night, a large town
and port constructed by the Anglo-Persian Oil Company, It is

